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shuddering sight, perhaps with some solemn form
of heavenly radiance, whom we may fee! reluctant
in orf unworthiness to entertain. But in either
case, sucli times as those, when we wrestle all night
with the angel, not knowing if he wishes us well
or ill, ignorant of his name and his mien alike, are
better than hours spent in indolent contentment,
in the realisation of our placid and petty designs.
For, after all, it is the quality rather than the
quantity of our experience that matters ; it is easy
enough to recognise that, when we are working
light-heartedly and eagerly at some brave design,
and seeing the seed we plant springing up all
about us in fertile rows in the garden of God.
But what of those days when our lot seems only
to endure, when we can neither scheme nor exe-
cute, when the old volubility and vitality desert us,
and our one care is just to make our dreary pre-
sence as little of a burden and a shadow as possible
to those whom we love ? We must then remind our-
selves, not once or twice,, that nothing can separate
us from the Father of all, even though our own wil-
fulness and perversity may have drawn about us a
cloud of sorrow. We are perhaps most in God's
mind when we seem most withdrawn from Him.
He is nearer us when we seek for Him and cannot
find Him, than when we forget Him in laughter
and self-pleasing. And we must remember too
that it is neither faithful nor fruitful to abide
wilfully in sadness, to clasp our cares close, to
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